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BODYGUARD 


When | win the contract to protect an unknown VIP, I’m 
expecting a quick pile of cash for what amounts to making 
sure some pampered celebrity doesn’t get sunburnt or eat 
too much lobster during one of their multi-million dollar 
weekends of excess. 


Then she shows up. 


Nobody told me it was going to be the President’s 
daughter...the secret one he doesn’t want anyone to know 
about. 


And nobody told him I’m the one in charge of protecting 
her Remember me, Mister President? I’m the guy you 
personally kicked off your Secret Service security detail for 
an infraction that | didn’t commit. 


If | decline the job now l'Il never be able to work again. 


But if | agree, | have to protect her..the girl who fell hard for 
me four years ago. | thought of her as a bratty little sister 
back then. She thought of me as her personal protector who 
she could cuddle up to whenever she wanted...no matter 
how inappropriate. 


But she’s not an eighteen-year-old kid anymore. She’s 
twenty-two now, and she’s grown up in more ways than one. 
I’m only supposed to keep an eye on her, but I can’t stop 
staring. She’s beyond beautiful and this bodyguard’s got it 
bad for her. 


I’m supposed to be protecting her, but who’s going to 
protect me...from myself? 


And when the bad guys do come a-knockin’, | have to make 
the biggest choice of all. Do I follow my sworn oath to the 
country and protect the President of the United States, or 


the daughter he doesn’t even want... but | do more than 
anything else in the world? 


l'm dangerously close to losing my job, my reputation, and 
even my life. Buta life without her is no life at all. lII lay it 
all on the line to show the woman of my dreams that I’m a 
man who knows what he wants and that’s only one thing... 
her. 


*Bodyguard is an insta-everything standalone romance with 
an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger 


CHAPTER 1 


Owen 
“You have got to be fucking kidding me,” | say to myself 


Mila Adams. She’s the whole reason I’m in the predicament 
I’m in. And she’s walking right towards me. 


| was part of the Secret Security detail for her father, until he 
personally dismissed me for hooking up with Mila. 


But that’s where things get messed up. If you’re going to 
can me from my job | should at least be guilty of the crime 
committed. | mean who gets sacked for sex in the workplace 
when they didn’t even have sex in the first place? 


What a crock of shit. And what a load of garbage that 
anyone would think I’d hook up with some eighteen-year-old 
kid...especially a kid that the entire world doesn’t even 
know about. 


While | may have been accused of not being able to keep it 
in my pants | know that President Adams can’t. That’s why 
Mila exists. When the dumbass was a senator years ago he 
went and hooked up with a cocktail waitress on a trip down 
to some taxpayer funded conference in Cancun. 


Instead of just manning up, he decided to keep the whole 
thing a secret all these years. Sure he acknowledges her, if 
you consider gifts and money as acknowledgement. | don’t, 
but | guess in that ultra rich and powerful world those things 
are used like Band-Aids to paint over the problem... kind of 
like the comb over | see he’s been rocking these days. 


The family is a disaster and I’m glad I’m out of that whole 
messed up scene. 


But now it looks like I’m about to be thrown right back in. 


When you get dismissed from the president’s security detail 
there aren’t exactly a ton of job offers waiting for you. You’re 
pretty much ostracized from the security community, and 
although there are a lot of us nationally and internationally 
the community gets really small really quick. 


We're mostly former military and police. That’s about it. 
Sure there are some civilians, bodybuilders and an 
occasional martial arts guy in the mix, but their numbers are 
small. 


And small is how I’ve felt ever since getting the boot. My 
phone’s not ringing and the job market has all but dried up. 


But my old boss Frankie “Four Fingers” decided to toss mea 
bone. He knew I was hurting so he let me bid on a couple 
contracts. | guess this is the one | got. 


“Frankie, you've got to be shitting me,” | say into my mobile 
phone. 


“It’s only for a few days, Owen.” 


“Come on, man. Put somebody else on it. Switch me. lIl do 
anything. l'Il stand guard at a Wal-Mart parking lot in the 
middle of the night before l'Il do this.” 


“No backing out now, soldier We’ve got a deal.” 


We may not have anything signed but once you give your 
word in this business you better come through. If your word 
can’t be trusted how can you be trusted to protect some of 
the world’s wealthiest and politically connected and 
business elite? 


“You didn’t disclose all the terms,” | say. 


“What terms? You needed money. You know there’s a pile of 
it waiting for you after this weekend. Just keep an eye on 
her She’s easy. She'll probably be stuck to you like glue. 
You won’t have to do anything.” 


“Stuck to me like glue, huh? Very funny.” That girl used to 
try to tease and torment me like the little Lolita she was. It 
never worked, but apparently the accusations that got back 
to the president did. 


“Listen Owen. You back out now it’s over You can’t geta 
job as itis. If word spreads that you couldn’t even protect 
some pampered princess then you’re toast, my man. This is 
your one shot at redemption and it’s an absolute piece of 
cake. All you have to do is not mess it up.” 


“Not mess it up,” I say. Right. “Does the president know 
about this? He’d blow a gasket if he found out.” 


“The president doesn’t need to know anything. He gives me 
the contract and | find somebody to work it. Who, what, 
when or where doesn’t matter. All that matters is that you 
don’t fuck me over right now. If you decide to walk away 
from this make sure to delete my number forever. You 
understand me?” 


“I understand,” | say. | see Mila walking down the steps from 
the plane. She’s about to hit the tarmac and it’s do or die 
time. She knows there’s security waiting...she just doesn’t 
know who. “There’s just no one I can swap with?” 


“Give it a rest,” Frankie Four Fingers says. “And speaking of 
rest you woke my ass up and you know | don’t like that. | 
only get a couple hours of sleep a night as it is. Now take 
the goddamn job like a man and quit whining. Capiche?” 


When Frankie starts speaking in Italian | know it’s over. 


“Yeah. | understand,” | say. “Thanks for the job man. | won’t 
bother you again,” | say. 


“Hi bodyguard!” she says, just as | end the call. 


She’s barely set foot on the tarmac and she’s already 
spotted me. 


| nod my head and give her a quick looking over through my 
Ray-Ban aviators. 


Maybe it’s because she’s showing a lot of skin out here in 
the Honolulu heat, or maybe all this sun is spiking my 
Vitamin D levels making me horny as hell. Either way damn 
she’s looking better than ever. 


| never paid much attention to her when I was watching out 
for her before. | was being paid to guard the president, not 
the daughter he was keeping a secret from the world. Sure, 
all the Secret Service guys knew about it, but that’s our job. 
Our job is to keep secrets. Most are simply in the interest of 
national defense, but damn... right now my pants aren’t 
putting up much of a defense for the erection that’s 
appeared out of nowhere. 


This is embarrassing. I’m not about to greet her with wood. 
She'll notice it and so will everyone else out here. I’m six 
four and over two hundred and twenty-five pounds with a 
dick to match. | don’t exactly blend into the background. 


And neither does she. She’s wearing a red dress that 
doesn’t make it to mid-thigh. Is that thing even covering 
her ass? | can’t see her ass from here, but damn those hips. 
She is swinging those things like on the catwalk at the 
Victoria’s Secret fashion show. | wonder if she’s got on red 
panties to match. Maybe she’s not wearing any at all. 


What the fuck is wrong with me? | contract my face muscles 
and then quickly open my eyes wide trying to shake myself 


out of it. It’s not working...not at all. 


She raises her hand and waves at me as she continues 
walking towards me. Is she speeding up? When did she 
start wearing heels, and why to Hawaii? 


My eyes scan up her body and damn! | thought girls fully 
developed at like fifteen or something like that. | mean, 
surely she would be finished by eighteen, right? | guess 
not. She’s got a rack on her Are those things even real? | 
hone in my line of sight. Damn, they are! | can see the 
jiggle. 

Her face looks different too. It’s like she filled out or 
something. She was kind of a baby-faced kid and now she 
looks a little more grown up. It certainly doesn’t hurt that 
her hair is pulled back and she’s showing off that neck of 
hers. Fuck, | want to bite right into it leave some hickeys on 
that thing just to let her know who her daddy is. 


What in the hell is wrong with me? I’m not damn Dracula. 


She takes the last few steps toward me and | put my left 
hand in my pocket. | grab my dick as best | can through my 
pocket and press it against my leg. 


She leans in fora hug. Fuck me. | just stand there like a log 
as she squeezes all that goodness against me way to tightly. 


“| can’t believe it’s you!” she says. 
“How did | get so lucky?” 
And how did | get so unlucky? 


This weekend is going to be the death of me. 


CHAPTER 2 


Mila 


| carefully descend the stairs taking me below deck. We’ve 
rented a small boat today for just the two so we can try out 
Surfing. 


The boat is cute and kind of quaint even. It’s definitely not 
big but that’s perfect. It just puts the two of us closer 
together. 


| couldn’t believe my luck when | saw Owen at the airport. | 
thought for sure someone was playing a trick on me. 


| have no idea why he left my dad’s security detail, but | sure 
was Sad to see him go. | was heartbroken actually. 


Looking back on it | Knew at the time what | had for my 
bodyguard was a huge crush. | was only eighteen, but | 
considered myself a little bit of an old soul. Being the 
illegitimate child of a sitting U.S. president really does a 
number on you. It causes you to either grow up really fast or 
go crazy. | don’t think there’s much of an in-between. 


And as far as Owen is concerned there was never an in- 
between. 


| still remember the first time | saw him. | went to visit my 
dad at a small diner outside of Washington D.C. We got 
there really early in the morning and it was just the two of 
us. It’s one of the few times | felt like my dad wasn't looking 
over his shoulder for cameras, probably because he had 
another man to do it for him...a man he could trust, at least 
those were his thoughts at the time. That was Owen and 
that was the first time | ever laid eyes on him. | was hooked 
immediately. 


The diner from that morning is super old-school... no security 
cameras or anything like that. There’s just one guy who 
works a grill and he makes breakfast foods like you’ve never 
tasted. That’s it. He starts around four am. and his day is 
over by about 2 p.m. We’re there early, but sometimes | 
wish it were later. 


It would be nice to do things like a family more often... just 
the two of us. | know it would be devastating if the media 
found out about me, and it really messes with my mind. | 
want to love my dad and | think he wants to love me, but 
sometimes I’m not sure. | wonder if l'm more of a burden 
than anything else. 


But what was never a burden was staring at Owen. The type 
of guy who gets involved in personal protection is rugged, 
tough, and has an honor code. It’s a universal thing. To say 
that these guys are alphas is an understatement. But there 
was always something different about Owen. 


Sometimes the other guys seemed more like man-children. 
Huge guys, but you knew in their off time they were playing 
video games, chugging beers, and talking about getting 
laid. Never Owen. 


My dad assigned him to me a lot of times because he was 
different. At least that’s what | always though. Owen was 
more mature and my dad wanted that kind of presence 
around me. Plus I liked him...too much in fact. 


| used to dream that when we went places we were on dates, 
and not that he was there just to watch after me. It felt real 
sometimes. He had to wear civilian clothes and act normal. 
People probably just thought he was my dad or something 
due to our age difference. | didn’t care. Let them stare. | 
was doing the same...to him. 


And that’s exactly what | want him to do today. To stare. | 
know he’s going to try and pretend like he’s not, but he will. 
Oh will he ever I’m going to make sure of it. 


| packed a bunch of swimsuits not sure which one I'd be 
needing. Since it’s Owen it can be only one. 


| dig in my bag and pull out the white one. The tiny two- 
piece. 


| bought it a few years ago and it fit then, but I’ve grown and 
developed quite a bit since then. | haven’t worn it in overa 
year | know I'll be able to push and pull and twist and turn 
and tuck and shift and get everything squeezed into it, but 
will anything accidentally pop out? And will Owen’s eyes 
pop out of his head when he sees me. 


| stand in front of the mirror and laugh. Oh yeah... it’s way 
too small. Perfect! 


| climb back up the stairs and watch as Owen catches a peek 
down my front. Does he think | didn’t notice that double 
take? He may have sunglasses on, but that doesn’t hide 
that little twitch his head did as he took a second glance. 


First round to me. 


But I’m in this for the long haul. As much as I want to use 
my body for a quick knockout punch | know this fight is 
going the distance, and it’s going to take a lot of stamina to 
win. 


| laugh at the boxing analogy. I’m already thinking like him. 
He was a Golden Gloves champion in his younger days. It’s 
easy to see why. 


He’s wearing a pair of shorts with a five or six inch inseam. 
He looks like a real man, not like a boy in surf trunks that go 
down well past his knees. They’re a khaki color and look a 


lot like those old school military issue ones, not that | ever 
spent any time on Google images staring at pictures of guys 
wearing them. 


He surely had military training. | would guess Navy SEAL or 
maybe Marines. He’d never tell me, even though I’ve asked 
what seems like thousands of times already. 


He’s got on a navy blue T-shirt, and I’m going to do 
everything | can to get it off. 


“Surfboards ready?” | ask. 


“How do you expect to go surfing in that?” he asks. His 
body is still, but | know his eyes are moving up and down my 
body. 


“What do mean? We're at the beach. What do you want me 
to wear, a business suit?” 


“Well for starters maybe a rash guard so you don’t scratch 
up your...those...So you don’t get a rash.” 


| love that he’s getting flustered, and he’s not the only one. 
My horniness is rising like the waves near our boat and | 
want him to ride me all the way in. 


“| won’t get arash. l'Il be fine. Let’s go,” I say. I grab a 
surfboard. 


“Have you ever even tried surfing before?” he asks. 


“No. It’s perfect that way | don’t have any bad habits so 
when you teach me l'Il be a great student.” 


“Who said | know anything about surfing?” 
“You used to surf when you were in San Diego, right?” 


“Nice try,” he says. 


I’m still hoping to find out if he was at Coronado with the 
SEALs or maybe Miramar with the Marines. 


“Can you surf then?” | ask. 


“Some, but I’m not a professional or anything.” Just when | 
think he might be considering it he catches himself “But | 
need to stay and watch the boat anyways.” 


“What a whale’s going to come and steal it?” 
“It could drift away.” 
“I saw you lower the anchor” 


“Two anchors,” he says. “We need to stay safe and that’s 
why I’m here... to make sure nothing happens to you.” 


“Nothing’s going to happen to me, unless of course...” 
“Why me, lord?” 
| laugh. 


“Okay then. | know you’re going to see how much fun I’m 
having and then you'll jump in and join me.” 


“I'll be fine right here.” 


“Well are you at least going to get a tan? A farmer’s tan is 
definitely not a good look.” 


“I'll get plenty of sun. Thank you.” 
Round two to Owen. 
| grab the board and try and maneuver across the deck. 


“Let me help you,” he says. He takes the giant surfboard 
like it’s a twig, grabbing it by the side rail with only his 
finger on one hand. The thing must be nine feet long. The 


length doesn’t seem to bother him, and | know his length 
wouldn’t bother me one bit. Not...at..all. 


“It’s easier If | toss itin and then you just swim to it,” he 
Says. 


“Are you going to toss it in fast or slow,” | ask. 


“Fast or slow?” He suddenly catches my joke and through 
the tint of his sunglasses | seem him roll his eyes just before 
he tosses my board overboard. And then suddenly he 
laughs, just a little It’s not even a full laugh, but even 
better it turns into a smirk and I’m caught staring. 


“It’s going to float away if you don’t go after it,” he says. 
“I'll go after it. And I'll get it,” | say 


| turn and jump overboard going for the biggest cannonball 
splash | can. 


When I come up | see that I’ve got him. His shirt is wet. 


“Just go,” he says as he motions with the back of his hand to 
leave. 


| swim toward my board for a few strokes then turn back just 
in time to see him lifting that shirt up and over his head. 


| feel my nipples harden at both the sight of it and the 
freshness of the ocean. 


“Now you’re ready!” | say as he finishes removing his shirt. | 
doggie paddle in place just staring at him. 


| turn to swim toward my board and a fin passes right in 
front of me. 


| panic immediately. 


“Shark!” | yell. 


CHAPTER 3 


Owen 


“Stay calm. I’m coming,” | yell as | grab a spear gun from 
the rack. 


| take three steps to my right and dive off the side of the 
boat entering the water as smoothly as possible. | don’t 
want to splash or appear erratic, it would be like pouring 
gasoline on the fire. 


| swim straight toward Mila and wrap my left arm around her 
waist. 


“Quick kicking. Relax. I’ve got you,” | say. 


| can feel her heartbeat pounding as I swim in a controlled 
manner towards the surfboard. | keep an eye on the fin and 
watch as it’s soon joined by another. 


| swim us over to the board and | can tell Mila’s 
hyperventilating so bad that anything could happen at this 
point. She grabs for the side of the board and frantically 
pulls herself on top. She’s moving in such an uncontrolled 
and sporadic way that the board almost tips. | stead it and 
soon she’s on top. She tucks her hands under her body and 
she trembles in fear. 


| take a deep breath and drop under the water’s surface. | 
spot the sharks immediately, but more importantly they spot 
me. | point the spear gun right at them as I swim over to the 
surfboard leash, grabbing it just a foot from where it meets 
the board. | slowly start swimming backwards toward the 
boat, moving my head slowly to make sure nothing creeps 
up behind on me. 


The two shards watch closely, but they’re not circling... then 
| find out why. I spot a third shark underneath the boat and 
stare right at him. He has to know that | know he’s here and 
that I’m not afraid. 


| take a closer look at the shark. 


It’s not a white shark. It’s not a bull shark. It’s not a tiger 
Shark. 


That eliminates the three sharks most likely to attack a 
human, but that doesn’t mean we're out of the woods yet. 


| backpedaling underwater towards the boat, slowly 
alternating my head front and back. 


When | learned drownproofing | never thought | would 
implement it like this. But even with drownproofing | need 
air at some point, and that point is now. 


| swim up to the water’s surface and tip back my head only 
allowing the top of my face to come out of the water as | 
take a quick breath of air My head rotates forward and | 
continue to stare down the sharks. 


Just as we arrive at the boat | feel the board move frantically 
and Mila falls off. Shit! She saw the finish line and got too 
excited. She’s kicking and splashing, only drawing the 
gigantic fish closer. 


| move closer to Mila, using my shoulders as a ladder as | 
feel her grab the side and pull herself up. | keep the spear 
gun pointed into the water as | rotate my body and carefully 
Slide back into the boat. 


Mila is an absolute mess. 


“Away from the edge,” | say She doesn’t hear a single word 
of it. 


| grab her by the hand and lead her away from the side just 
as one of the sharks breech the water’s surface and its 
powerful jaw unhinges allowing it to open even wider before 
crashing down on the board splitting it in half 


“Oh my god!” she says as she grabs me tightly. 


| feel my pulse pick up speed, but most of it’s not due to the 
flight or fight response. I’m used to that. Protecting 
diplomats in war zones, trekking through muddy jungle 
swamps, and protecting the U.S. president have trained me 
for moments like these. 


But nothing prepared me for the feel of her body pressed 
onto mine. The feeling of Knowing that I’m her hero and was 
able to save her in a moment just like this. That primal 
instinct of survival is quickly replaced by the desire to 
reproduce. 


All the cells in my body were almost lost forever, never to be 
passed down to the next generation. Now that they’ve 
survived they need to take the opportunity to do just that, 
because they’ve seen how near the end is. It sounds crazy, 
but it’s biology and it can’t be stopped. 


| turn my head toward her and suddenly we both dive face 
first right into each other as we kiss violently and 
passionately. 


CHAPTER 4 


Mila 
Terror turns to lust as | feel Owen’s mouth crash into mine. 


Seconds ago | felt like | was about to die, and | would have 
without him. 


They say you feel most alive right after you are faced with 
near death. Truer words were never spoken. 


Everything about my being is heightened. My sense of 
touch as his hands grab my body. My sense of smell as the 
scent of the sea is replace with his pheromones. My sense of 
sight as the blinding reflections off the ocean are gone. All | 
see are the vividly clear muscles and look of lust on Owen. 
My sense of sound as he exhales as he can’t kiss me fast 
enough. And the taste of him. There is ocean water on his 
lips mixed with his natural flavor The combination is 
intoxicating. 


| feel the back of his hand on my bikini as he reaches for the 
knot and pulls causing it to come undone immediately. 


My breasts fall and he grabs the front, spinning it around my 
neck, getting it out of the way of my chest so his face can 
dive in immediately. 


He takes my breast in his mouth, sucking my nipple. He 
pulls back and | hear a popping sound from the void before 
his mouth quickly engulfs the other. 


He leans into me even more causing me to fall back. It 
should hurt but it doesn’t. Adrenaline is shooting through 
me and him too as he’s immediately on top of me. 


He grabs his trunks and yanks them down. 


Before | have a chance to take in the sight of him he’s 
already got his thick fingers wrapped around the sides of my 
bikini and is pulling it down to mid thigh. 


| reach for his dick, but he’s too fast. He takes it in his hand 
and brings it to my opening. 


He rubs it up and then down, feeling my juices...feeling how 
wet | already am as he sucks my tits again. 


l'm so so ready and he doesn’t make me wait a second 
longer as | feel his rod enter me, opening me up causing my 
back to side along the deck as it arches toward the crystal 
clear skies, but | don’t see them. My eyes are closed or more 
like fully rolled back in my head as | experience the depths 
of pleasure which I’ve longed for for years. 


Owen inside me, giving me exactly what | want. 


| feel his hips slam into me and my body slide backwards. | 
reach down trying to steady myself, but it’s no use. I’m 
driven back again before | feel his hands grab me by the 
hips and pull me towards him just so he can slam deeper 
into me again. 


It’s raw. It’s primal. It’s perfect. 


My right arm begins to spasm and | feel like part of my 
awareness has left my body as he continues driving deep 
into me on the deck. Suddenly my mind comes back to the 
present as | feel myself begin to cum harder than | ever have 
before. | open my eyes only to see my juices squirting every 
which way as the man I’ve always wanted, on top of me 
underneath the bright Hawaiian sun. 


“Fuck!” he yells as he drives forward one more time, 
stopping, and then pulling my hips into his even closer 
putting his dick as deep inside me as it can possibly go. 


| feel his warm load enter me and | feel complete bliss as | 
relax. A calming sensation overcomes me. 


A second eruption explodes and my butt rises. | feel his grip 
loosen and then my ass comes crashing on the deck and his 
body onto mine. 


I’m probably bruised, battered, and covered in scratches. | 
probably look like hell but | feel like heaven. 


Each of the last ten minutes were like none I’ve ever 
experienced before, nor will | likely ever again. Each 
seemed to draw upon the other, only raising the bar and 
heightening the experience. 


And now he lays here spent breathing heavily. 


I'd given up hope on taming the wild beast of a man I'd 
always wanted and now he laid on top of me completely 
conquered. 


I'd gotten what I’d wanted but strangely enough now | 
wanted even more. It’s nearly impossible for the real thing 
to live up to the hype, but did he ever. 


And when you desire something so much once you get it 
you’re often let down. Not so. 


All | know now is that a moment like this can never happen 
again, partly by definition and partly because we’re unlikely 
to be circled by prehistoric human-devouring fish again. But 
| also know there’s nothing else | want to do than to spend 
the rest of my life trying to top it. 


It’s almost a foregone conclusion and a losing battle that | 
won’t but it’s a challenge | want like no other and am ready 
to take. 


The question is, is he? 


CHAPTER 5 


Owen 


Back at our rental Mila showers off while | figure out just 
what the hell happened out there today. 


| let my guard down, both personally and professionally. 


Professionally | broke the number one rule. Never cross the 
line with a client. She’s so much more than that, but still... 
rules are not meant to be bent nor broken in this industry. | 
shattered them with my actions out there today. 


And worse yet now that I’ve had a taste of her | want more. | 
feel like I’m the shark now and I’ve smelled blood. | want to 
go in for the kill and take this girl down. Make her mine. It’s 
not logical. It doesn’t make sense. Nothing happens that 
fast, especially not with me. 


I’m careful. I’m calculated. | never let my emotions get the 
best of me. 


Until today. 
| couldn’t fight it. | had to have her then and there. 


And when | lifted myself off her and stood over her looking 
down at her on the deck, Knowing everything | had to give 
was inside her...damn, nothing could ever be that fucking 
Sexy. 


She was sprawled out like a hot mess. My hot mess. The 
hurricane that |am which came in and caused complete 
destruction of her body, mind, and any chance of having 
another guy ever. 


Or me another woman. Fuck! What am I thinking? This 
isn’t right. It can’t be like this. 


I’m here today, gone tomorrow. It’s what | am. It’s what I do. 


She doesn’t even exist for Pete’s sake. She’s about as off 
the books as they come. Illegitimate child of the sitting U.S. 
president? | want no part of that... but | want every part of 
her. 


This is a complete wreck and we've only just started. | knew 
| should have walked away from this assignment. Career be 
damned. 


And speaking of career | also slipped out there today 
professionally. 


That area is Supposed to be secure. There are no sharks 
there. How in the hell did they show up? 


| had no clue until | took her GoPro and attached it toa 
stick. | had moved it around under the water’s surface only 
to see someone had been chumming. There are none of 
those shark cage dive trips in the area. Who in the hell 
would be chumming? No one even fishes there. This made 
absolutely no sense. Not only that the tides were true 
today. Nothing would have been pulled in that direction. 
Whatever it was had to start there. 


A few boats had passed by, but nothing suspicious. Nothing 
that looked like a fishing boat. 


We should have just went to Waikiki like every other tourist 
on the island that’s not here to surf the North Shore. 


| hear the floorboard creak and turn to see her naked as the 
day she was born coming down the hallway towards me. 
Damn, she looks fine as a motherfucker. 


| catch myself and turn my head back forward, staring at the 
coffee table. In a choice between looking at her and 


anything else on the planet she wins every time, hands 
down. 


But not now. I can’t do this. It’s wrong on so many levels, 
not to mention I’m still pissed off at her dad’s immature 
bullshit. Getting fired for something | did is one thing. 
Getting fired for something | didn’t, and not getting a 
chance to defend myself is another Not to mention he was 
cowardly for doing it. 


“The bedroom sure looks inviting,” she says. “But | think 
you do even more so.” 


| feel her index finger run along my shoulder before her 
hands settle on each of my upper trapezius muscles as she 
massages an area that needs it more than any other. 


Damn that feels good. Too good. 

| stand up quickly, but say nothing. 

“Is everything okay?” 

“Yeah. I’m fine.” 

“You don’t seem fine. You seem tense. We can go—” 


“I’m tense because | slipped out there today. That can’t ever 
happen again.” 


“Owen, come on. You can’t prepare for a shark.” 
“I’m not taking about that.” 
“Well then what are you... wait. Don’t you dare!” 
“We can’t, Mila. Not again.” 


“What are you talking about? | saw that look in your eyes 
Owen. | saw how badly you wanted me and | see how bad 
you still do.” 


“It’s not that easy.” 


“Are you crazy? What’s not easy about being in a rented 
bungalow in Hawaii with the ocean breeze in the air and the 
all the warmth and greenery of this place. It’s the definition 
of easy.” 


“Not like that.” 


“This place was made for what happened between us. It 
didn’t just happen as a matter of fact. It’s been there fora 
long time. It’s been brewing, percolating, and the 
environment we're in just allowed it to finally come pouring 
out.” 


“It’s not a cup of coffee!” 
“What’s wrong with you?” 


“| have a job to do and | intend to do it. I’m not about to 
compromise it, or you.” 


“Compromise? I’m a fucking compromise! Uhhh! No, I’m 
not a compromise, you asshole. But you know what you 
are? Huh? You're a prick. A stupid idiot who doesn’t even 
see the good that’s right in front of his face.” 


She storms off and a few seconds later | hear the door slam. 


| don’t care. It has to be this way. I’m getting paid to protect 
her, not to have sex with her. 


And not only that we almost had an incident today, but 
instead we had another incident that may prove to be even 
more dangerous. 


Fuck | crossed the line. The line no bodyguard is supposed 
to ever cross. 


It’s so cliché and such a rookie move, and yet | did it. 


The worst part is that it’s going to take everything I’ve got 
not to do it again. 


CHAPTER 6 


Mila 
“There she is. Diamond Head,” Pete says. 
Pete is Owen’s friend. He runs an Oahu sea and surf 
helicopter tour and agreed to personally take us for a ride 


today. | have to admit, Owen came up with a great plan for 
today... but I’ve got a plan of my own. 


“It’s beautiful,” | say “And the water just offshore is so 
blue... like your eyes, Pete.” 


“Thanks. l'Il let my mom know you like them. They were a 
gift from her,” Pete says over our communication devices. 


“| bet your mom is hoping you'll pass them down to your 
first grandchild. They’re so sparkling they’re like a family 
heirloom.” 


“Well, it’s going to be awhile before that happens,” Pete 
says. 


“No girlfriend?” 

“No. Too much time running the company,” he says. 

“All work and no play makes Pete a dull boy.” 

“I still get out there and surf and hike and enjoy the island.” 


“Owen tried to take us surfing yesterday, but he almost got 
me killed in the process. I’m sure I’d really, really enjoy it if 
a local could show me some good spots... maybe something 
private and secluded where | could enjoy nature more... 
naturally, if you Know what | mean?” 


“Well, I’m not sure what Owen’s got planned for you two the 
rest of the day,” he says into the microphone attached to his 


headset. He turns to his right to look over at Owen who is 
still facing forward. 


“If Owen has other plans that’s fine. We can just go 
ourselves,” | say in my microphone. If Owen doesn’t want to 
pursue anything with me then I’m sure going to do what | 
can to show him just what he’s missing out on and seducing 
his friend into something is a great start. 


“Well, I'd... have to look at my schedule,” Pete says as his 
gaze turns back towards guiding the chopper. 


“| bet you can squeeze mein,” I say. “I’m know | could 
squeeze you in...even though | know you’re a very big , | 
mean busy, guy.” 


Pete looks back over at Owen. | see him shake his head ever 
so slightly Yeah he’s angry and yeah I’m acting childish 
right now So what? I’m going to do whatever it takes to 
enjoy my time here with or without Owen. 


“Maybe we should talk about it later,” he says. “Let’s just 
enjoy this Diamond Head while we’ve got this bird’s eye 
view.” 


“| agree, and | wanted to ask you. Does Diamond Head ever 
erupt?” 


“No. It’s extinct,” Pete says. “We're safe.” 


“So there’s no chance it might just suddenly explode 
sending its warm, gooey, liquid substance all over us?” 


“Wow, you certainly are descriptive,” Pete says. 
“And she has a very vivid imagination ,” Owen adds. 


“Nice to see you’re with us, Owen. And as you know most 
things that come into being start with an idea...something in 
someone’s imagination until they are ultimately realized, 


fulfilled, and enjoyed by everyone involved. Isn’t that right 
Pete?” 


“Yeah. I’d say so. You don’t think so, Owen?” 


Pete reaches over and punches Owen in the arm. He turns 
and looks out his side window. | know Pete’s partly enjoying 
this because he gets to watch his buddy squirm. Whether 
he’s enjoying it because he thinks my offer is genuine is a 
different story. 


It’s not, but at this point I’m so angry at Owen | almost could 
jump Pete’s bones. The problem is that no matter how 
angry, pissed off, and generally disgusted | am at Owen | 
still want him. And that just makes me angrier. 


Now that I’ve had him why can’t I just let him go? Just take 
the memory that I’ve been after for so long and be happy 
with it? It’s more than most women will ever get in their 
lifetimes. | mean, come on! | was able to live out my first 
crush fantasy in a way that was absolutely spectacular. 


But not enough. | know it will never be enough until | have 
Owen for real. For my own. 


Owen’s behavior just makes me want to erupt like this old 
volcano, but | have to remind myself that’s all it is. It’s just 
Owen’s behavior He wants me too, he’s just trying to fight 
it. lII pull out the full bag of tricks to convince him. There’s 
no way a man can compete with a woman in this 
department, and he certainly can’t compete with me...a 
woman scorned. 


“What’s going on over there?” Owen says pointing towards 
the blue waters of the Pacific. 


“That’s where they take out the tourists for the shark 
diving,” he says. “Bad idea if you ask me.” 


“Why so?” | ask. 


“Not what Mother Nature intended. Plus they chum the 
waters and that can bring about other problems.” 


“When they chum do the tides ever carry the bait over 
there,” Owen says as he points. | look down and think about 
the roads we’ve been driving and their relation to Diamond 
Head. It’s easy to find my bearings and realize he’s pointing 
exactly where we were yesterday. 


“Nah. Tides don’t move in that direction. There’s a surf 
break there that would prevent it as well. It’s pushing one 
direction and nothing is going to pull in the other” 


“That surf break?” Owen asks. 


“Yeah. That’s the one.” Owen pauses. “You seem interested 
in that spot. That where you went out yesterday?” 


“Yeah. Right there.” 
“And that’s where the shark came at you?” 
“Sharks. There was more than one.” 


“That’s strange. | mean we are out in the middle of the 
ocean and all, but they usually don’t go over in that 
direction. Water temperature is a bit different plus that’s not 
a good feeding ground.” 


“Unless someone was chumming.” 
“But no one would chum over there. It makes no sense.” 
Put! Put! 


Suddenly the helicopter makes a strange sound lurches 
forward. | feel my alertness level rise. Then it happens 
again. 


Owen looks at the controls as does Pete. 
“Fuel reading says three quarters,” Owen says. 


“Mayday mayday mayday,” Pete says into the 
communication device. “N59642 experiencing electrical 
failure. Setting down inside Diamond Head. Over” 


“Roger that, N59642. Sending a team there now. Over” 


Suddenly | feel my chest in my throat as we fall from the sky 
for a couple seconds, and all the electronics go dead. | hear 
a click and the lights come back on. 


“Backup, Pete!” Owen says into the communications device. 
“Engaged,” Pete says. 


Our elevation decreases rapidly as Pete brings us down 
toward the crater. | feel like l'm at an amusement park ona 
ride | didn’t stand in line for, didn’t pay for, and certainly 
don’t want to be on. 


Suddenly the chopper sputters again. The electronics stay 
on though. 


“Has to be the fuel,” Owen says. 


Pete starts punching buttons like crazy and we spinina 
circle. 


Oh shit! I’m going to die! 


We straighten out and suddenly elevate. We're getting 
closer to Diamond head and | make out the ground below us. 


We fly sideways as if nothing’s wrong. | count to three and 
close my eyes taking a deep exhale. 


Pete quickly guides us down and before | know it we’re not 
more than five feet off the ground as everything below blows 


in every which way as the helicopter blades spin as they 
should. 


We descend the last few feet and | fumble with all my belts 
and straps. I’m off that thing quickly followed by Owen and 
Pete. 


“This way,” Pete says. He motions with his head and we all 
take off jogging away from the helicopter. 


| hear sirens in the distance and continue running. 
“Don’t stop,” Pete says. “Keep moving.” 


The three of us continue jogging and suddenly | feel Owen’s 
hand take mine. “Faster Let’s go!” 


| take two more steps and the next thing | know | feel a ball 
of heat behind me as I’m knocked off my feet as | go face 
first into the ground. 


CHAPTER 7 


Owen 
| knew something was fishy. 


| wasn’t willing to write off the sharks as a coincidence. 
After the helicopter, there’s no way we aren’t being 
targeted. 


| pull into the garage in our new rental on the North Shore. 
Most people only see the glitz and glamor of Hawaii, but 
there’s a whole other side. 


The North Shore is territorial where real men reside. Locals 
get the best, tourists get the rest as the saying goes in 
regards to the waves. 


Legends like Sunny Garcia and Gerry Lopez have made this 
one of, if not the most, famous surf spot in the world. The 
men that ride it will do anything to protect it. 


And that’s why | know it’s better to be here. If someone tries 
something here | can take them out. People on this part of 
the island don’t play. No one will bat an eye at violence, not 
that I’m looking forward to using it but it’s looking more and 
more like l'Il have to. 


It’s already dark by the time we arrive which is exactly what 
| wanted. There’s one main way to get here and | didn’t 
want somebody trying to follow us. Before | even came out 
here | went back to the airport and switched rentals. 
Dropped off the one | had at the first company and rented 
from an entirely different one. Picked the car out myself. 
They were local. | gave them cash. They gave me the keys. 
Old school... just how | like it. 


No way this new car has a tracker, if the first did at all. At 
this point it’s clear though that whoever this is doesn’t even 
need a tracker They’re already one step ahead of us. 


| also bought another burner phone and ditched the first. 
Somebody knew | was heading to that helicopter tour today. 
No ifs, ands, or buts about it. 


| know Mila’s getting scared and | need to show her there’s 
nothing to be worried about. Just keep her safe until her dad 
arrives for his speech at Pearl Harbor and then we’re good to 
go. | get my money and this whole thing is over. 


l'Il be glad when this is over with. | say it to myself, but | 
know it’s not true. | don’t want to lose her | want her again, 
and not just once...for a lot, lot longer 


We may not be connecting in as many ways as we could this 
weekend, but that was never the plan. She was never the 
plan! What happened on that boat was definitely not the 
plan. 


But what we have’s been building for years, for her at least. 
| didn’t really see it until now. But now that | have it’s 
coming on too fast to control. 


| need to get rid of her and end this so! can go back to re- 
establishing myself as an elite security professional. | 
protect. It’s what Ido. It’s just that I’m not so confident in 
my ability to protect myself... from her. 


CHAPTER 8 


Owen 


| spent an hour securing the perimeter with the best stuff | 
could get my hands on. I’m embarrassed to admit | wasn’t 
planned for this. This was just supposed to be a cush job in 
paradise for a few days. It’s turned out to be nothing of the 
sort. 


| take a deep breath and put my hands under my head as | 
stare up at the ceiling. | just need to make it through 
tonight. | don’t have it in me to stay up all night, even with 
the endless amount of coffee I’ve been dumping down my 
gullet all day long. 


Just two hours and | can be back up and at‘em. | should be 
outside keeping an eye on the traps | set. 


Two hours is all | need. 


| breathe in deeply again and let it go. l'II be out in three 
more breaths tops. 


| hear a creak in the floorboard and my eyes dart toward the 
door. Shit! 


But it’s not the kind of unexpected guest I’m anticipating. 
It’s her. 


She’s wearing some sort of see-through white thing and 
there’s just enough moonlight bouncing around the interior 
that | get a damn fine look at her damn fine body. My cock 
immediately springs to attention and my left hand darts 
from under the pillow to the sheet next to me so I can cover 
myself. 


“I can’t be alone right now,” she says. 


And l'm not in a position to be left alone with her. Fuck | 
want her so bad, but not like on the boat. The boat was lust 
and hot wet sex. Two people thrown at one another and boy 
did they ever stick. 


Right now | want to take my time with her Lay her out on 
this bed and enjoy her until sunrise. I’d enjoy the fuck out 
of it all night long and | know if | did exactly what | want 
she'd be right there next to me soaking up all that pleasure. 


“Your room is safe,” | say. 


“But l'Il feel safer with you,” she says. “Please. Just until | 
fall asleep at least.” 


| can see she’s genuine. There are no motives and no 
games. I’m not about to leave her by herself. It’s my job | 
remind myself Protection isn’t just the physical kind, but 
the mental as well. If she doesn’t feel safe then she isn’t 
safe and right now she’s a mess. | can see it from here. 


“Just until you fall asleep,” | say “But first | need to put 
something—.” It’s too late. She’s through the door and 
Sliding head first onto the sheet and right in underneath my 
arm and next to me. 


Damn, why did she have to do that? 


| feel her hot skin against mine. Was she hiding under the 
covers like a child scared of a monster in the closet? 


Now I’m pissed. | want to get this guy more than ever. It’s 
not that | needed a motive before but this only assures that 
loser that l'Il find him that much quicker and when | do he 
better look out. l'Il stick around here if | have to. l'Il burn 
through the money I’m making on this just to put an end to 
this. l'Il go it on my own time. For her 


She slides her hand across my chest and | bring my arm 
around behind her, letting her know I’m here for her. 


| feel her body pull in even closer Her face touches my 
chest. | feel her lips brush against my skin just under my 
pectoral muscle. 


Damn those lips of hers. | barely got a taste of them the 
other day. It only left me wanting more... much, much more. 


My cock is raging right now and there’s not much I can do to 
hide it. The way her head is angled she must be looking 
right at it. 


She runs her hand all the way across my chest to the other 
side, grabbing my side. She used the leverage to pull the 
entire length of her body into mine. Even her legs are 
touching mine. 


| look down at her from above. | feel somewhat like a 
fatherly figure and her man all at the same time. It’s 
confusing, gratifying, and making me horny as hell all at the 
same time. 


But it’s not just lust. It’s more. | want to deny it, but | know 
it’s true. 


| feel her hand slide back across my chest halfway before 
stopping in-between my pectoral muscles. She extends her 
index finger and slowly drags her hand down the center of 
my body, following the line that runs right up the middle... 
the one I’ve spent years on sculpting both in the gym and 
from real life in the field working. 


She stops just at the top of the sheet and begins moving her 
hand up again. 


Thank god this isn’t going in the direction | thought it was 
going. 


Or so | though. 
| was wrong. 
Completely fucking wrong. 


She guides her hand back down my body to the sheet, but 
this time she doesn’t stop. She slides her hand underneath 
and wraps her hands around the base of my cock as best she 
can. 


She can’t close her grip. I’m way too big for her hands 
which she now moves up my shaft all the way to the tip. 


| want to stop her but! can’t. And | won’t. Not now at least, 
but | know the real truth. Not ever Not anymore. Maybe | 
could when she was eighteen but she’s a woman now. I’m 
not under her dad’s thumb and she’s not under mine. We're 
two adults who can do whatever we please. And what she 
pleases right now is damn sure pleasing me. 


| take a deep breath in and she takes it as a cue to take 
things to the next level. 


Her head comes off the side of my chest and her torso 
moves toward my midsection. 


She lifts the sheet back with her other hand only to cover 
my dick right back up... with her mouth. 


| watch as her head descends down on my cock as she takes 
as much as she can. She’s still got a long ways to go before 
she can fit all of me, but what she can take already is more 
than enough. 


More than enough to set me off. 


More than enough to send my hand up and through her hair 
and onto the back of her head. | don’t guide her, she 
doesn’t need it. She knows just how to make me feel good. 


She slides her lips up and down again and | feel her warm 
mouth lubricate my dick. 


This is more than | can take. 


| lean forward and grab her by the shoulders. She comes up 
off my cock but never takes her eyes off it. Instead she lifts 
her leg slowly guiding it over the top of me as she straddles 
me. 


She places her pussy right on top of my rod and leans 
forward, never taking her sight from my dick. 


She’s not making eye contact at all, but it somehow 
heightens everything. It doesn’t make sense until it does. 
It’s like I’m watching my own fantasy which she’s watching 
at the same time. I’m watching her about ready to ride my 
cock as she’s watching my cock which she’s about to ride. 
It’s like we’re on the exact same page mentally, which is 
strange for both the male and female brains... how can they 
both be in sync like that? Not in day-to-day stuff, but like 
this... both living inside the same fantasy and from the same 
point of view. 


But it’s not a fantasy anymore and my overcomplicated 
analysis ends the second | watch her eyes close as she slides 
down my pole taking me inside her. 


| feel my cock swell even more as all the blood in my body 
rushes to please her, and me, at the same time. 


Her head leans back and she rides me. | watch as her hips 
move in and out and in and out as her stomach moves like a 
belly dancer Damn this girl knows how to move! 


But as she’s moving back and forth she’s also moving up 
and down. Each time she goes up she comes down just a 
little bit more allowing more and more of my dick inside her 


pussy. 


| watch as her juices cover my rod each time she comes up 
to the head of my cock. My dick glistening in the moonlight. 


And then she does something | would have never expected. 
Her pussy starts pulsating. 


It’s not an orgasm. It’s like something she’s trained it to do. 
Probably read how to do it in some damn woman’s magazine 
but no way in hell I’m complaining. I’ve never felt anything 
like it before and I know l'Il never feel anything like it again. 


Because after her there is no one else. No more first times. 
No more new bodies. Only hers as it changes over the years 
as she takes my seed and gives me the sons! want. The 
only thing | really ever wanted in this world, and she’s going 
to be both. 


My woman and the mother to my children. 


But right now she’s something else. She’s the woman who’s 
got me losing my mind and close to busting again...and 
again way, way too soon. 


How come | can’t last with her? 


Maybe that’s it right there... because she’s the first one | ever 
wanted everything else to last with. She’s not just for one 
night...she’s for every night forever. 


Fuck me! 


| can’t take it anymore. | grab her by the hips and move 
with her as she rides faster and faster. 


| grab tighter and feel her body contract and suddenly she 
leans back and unloads on me just as | unload in her. 


My head leans back to match hers and we’re moaning at the 
moon like two wolves in heat. And we are, even though we 
completely empty ourselves for each other. 


But | know we'll be filled right back up and ready to go again 
soon. There’s just no stopping what’s happening since 
we’ve seen each other again after these last few years. 


Fate is bullshit, at least that’s what | thought until now. 
There’s a reason why | got this job and the reason is her. 


We're supposed to be together and we're going to be. I’m 
going to make sure of it. 


CHAPTER 9 


Owen 
“We got the prick,” Pete says. 


“You're sure it’s him?” | ask. | lean back into the pillow as 
Mila showers off in attached bathroom. Watching her is 
keeping me hard for another round. And if this is really the 
guy then I don’t have to go back outside and patrol. Instead 
| can patrol each and every last inch of her body all night. 


“Yeah, | put my local boys on it. Didn’t take them long. 
Claims it’s not him, but we’ve already tied an address he 
used about a year ago to a house with a shitload of pictures 
of Mila in there.” 


“He has a house with pictures of Mila?” 
“Yeah. More than any sane person should have.” 
“Why?” 


“We don’t know. Says they're not his. Standard B.S. There 
is Some paperwork about taking them to TMZ and exposing 
some big politician. Looks like the only thing he’s exposed 
is his infatuation for her.” 


“Does he mention the politician?” 
“Nothing that we’ve found so far.” 
“And they're local boys or cops?” 


“You know how it is here on the Island. They’re kind of one 
in the same. Things don’t quite work the same as they do 
back on the mainland.” 


“That’s for sure,” | say. 


“But rest assured that we got him my brother | bet you 
weren't even able to sleep yet, were you?” 


“No,” I say. Little does he know the reason why though. 


“Okay. | know you’re off tomorrow. Sorry your visit wasn’t so 
much fun this time. Next time I’m Stateside I'll make it up to 
you.” 


“Are you kidding? Thanks for your help. Once the payment 
comes through l'Il route some of it your way.” 


“You're the one who’s kidding, bro. I’m not taking any of 
your money.” 


“It should be yours. Take a least some of it. You deserve it.” 


“I'll accept none, but if you want to set aside a little for some 
debauchery next time we get together I’m all for it.” 


“That’s a deal.” 

“Safe travels.” 

“Thanks,” | say | hang up the phone. 
“Who was that?” Mila asks. 


Damn she looks so fucking fine. She’s just fresh out of the 
shower and completely naked. She’s holding a white towel 
which she’s using to dry her hair I want to freeze this 
picture in my mind sol can imagine it forever Shit I’d put it 
as my cell phone wallpaper if | didn’t know how easy it is to 
hack those things these days. 


No way anyone’s getting a glimpse of my woman naked... 
real life or just a picture. 


“Pete. They got the guy.” 
“They did?” 


a Yep. n 


“Yes!” she says. She balls up her hands in fists and brings 
them up to her shoulders as she closes her eyes. She takes 
a deep breath out. “What was his deal?” 


| almost don’t want to tell her | don’t want to bother her or 
scare her anymore, but | have to tell her the truth. In this 
situation it’s my responsibility to let her know 


“He knew who you were.” 
“What?” Her mouth opens wide at the surprise. 


“He had pictures of you in some place he had rented a year 
ago. They found some notes that said he was going to 
expose a big political figure.” 


“Hey knew about me and my dad?” 


“Seems that way although he didn’t mention your dad by 
name...at least not in the stuff they've found so far. He just 
referred to him as a political figure.” 


“That’s not good.” 
| purse my lips. 
“If he knows then who else knows?” 


“No telling,” | say. | was hoping for a celebration and our 
night in bed to continue, but now the mood is definitely off. 


“Well, no use in worrying about it now,” she says. 
“Wow, you've got a tough mind,” | say. 


“| learned from the best,” she says as she jumps back in bed 
and slide in for a kiss. 


“Your dad taught you well,” | say. 


“Not my dad. The man who spent the most time looking 
after me. That’s my real daddy...or at least what I’m going 
to be calling him until the sun comes up.” 


“What time is it?” | say quickly as | move my head frantically 
as | pretend to look for a clock on the walls. 


We both laugh. 


She gets back on top of me, but | quickly flip her over before 
delivering a slap on her ass. 


“Oooh. Just like that. More daddy,” she says as she gives 
me a wink. 


The fun has just begun. 


CHAPTER 10 


Mila 


“So this is it, huh?” | say. Non-travelers aren’t allowed any 
further inside the airport. From here he clears immigration 
and then he’s off to...somewhere. He says it’s easier that | 
don’t know, and he also says he doesn’t really know either. 
Each stop is just that...a stop along the way towards getting 
himself right again in the security world. 


“| wouldn’t say that,” he says. 


It’s like I’m always second place with the men in my life. I’m 
my father’s secret family. I’m the girl Owen thinks he can’t 
be with, even though we both know it’s right. 


Later today I'll do what | always do. l'Il blend into the 
background while my father speaks. | might as well get 
started now. | should just walk away and not let this 
goodbye last one second longer. If anything I can just blend 
into the crowd of other people. The world is like an airport 
to me. Everyone coming and going, but no one staying. 
Maybe one day | guess that might change, but I’m not 
holding my breath. Regardless, I’m not going to burden 
Owen with my troubles. | mean, what does he mean to me 
anyways? He'll be out of here in a few hours and then he'll 
just go back to being a fantasy to me like he always was. 


“| better go,” he says. He reaches up with his hand and runs 
it along my cheek. Why did he have to do that? He knows 
it’s only going to hurt more that way. 


For a second | almost wonder if it’s going to hurt him as 
much as it’s hurting me already. He’s a guy, and a tough 
one at that. He’s probably immune to these things, having 


done these goodbyes to women at airports a million times 
before I’d guess. 


I’m silly for thinking it’s more than it is. A girl can hope 
right? A girl can dream. 


He turns to leave and | watch him walk away. He hands his 
water bottle to the agent and proceeds forward to 
immigration. | watch as some person in a uniform stamps 
his passport and then he’s gone... off to walk through the 
maze that is duty free shopping and then skyward. 


| just wish he could see things as clearly as | can. All the 
signs are there. It’s like this entire place is a metaphor. 


The uniformed personnel? Just as uniform, predictable, and 
doing the same monotonous routines everywhere. But not 
us. We're different. 


Duty free? The ability to get what you want without having 
to pay the tax. When is anything in life free? Never And 
the only things you can count on are definitely not 
free...death and taxes. But | know there’s one more thing 
that | can count on...one that will tax my heart forever. The 
way | feel about him. 


And the maze that he enters. It’s like my life. l'II search and 
search and search, but I’m the rat who will never find that 
cheese at the end... mostly because l'Il never find the end. 

l'II forever be looking, just like the rest of us. In search of my 
happiness. 


Maybe I’m just being too melodramatic or maybe now it’s 
harder that | did get a taste of what | wanted, and now I’m 
paying the tax and watching it walk away. 


| slide on my sunglasses and walk towards the exit. No one’s 
going to see me cry anymore because | won’t. There’s no 


point in putting myself out there so deeply ever again if it 
has to end like this. 


I’m not sure what’s better...the days we just shared or the 
idea of what if | had never met him at all? 


CHAPTER 11 


Owen 


| take a seat at my gate and immediately get to work on how 
I’m going to re-establish myself as a security professional so 
| can approach Mila like a real man. 


| want to have money in my pocket, both a short term and a 
long term plan, and the ring | need to make her mine. 


My mind is racing as | furiously try to put the pieces 
together in a way that can get us back together as soon as 
possible. 


| look around and can’t help but notice that half the people 
at the gate are couples. They come for the honeymoon and 
go home happy. Well, | got something like the honeymoon 
experience but | am definitely not going home happy. Asa 
matter of fact I’m not going home at all because | don’t have 
one right now. I’m just bouncing around from place to place. 


Even planning out something where you know exactly what 
you want seems complicated. At least to me right now My 
mind shifts and | wonder how this stalker could have put 
together such a plan for these past couple days. 


Okay, maybe he intercepted my phone calls when | made 
plans. | did call ahead for both the boat and the chopper, 
but not by much. How could he get over to both those 
places and put his plan into action? 


This couldn’t be some low level guy with an obsession. 
Could this be a syndicate? Is someone targeting her father 
for strictly political reasons? And if so then who knows how 
deep their pockets run and the levels they will sink to to get 
the outcome they’re after. 


But what is it exactly that they are after? If they want to try 
and embarrass the president, which Mila is anything but an 
embarrassment, why wouldn’t they just out her to TMZ or 
some news organization? That would definitely get plenty of 
media attention and the questions that come along with it. 


Why did they basically put a hit out on her? 
Or were they after me? 


But Pete said the guy had pictures of her at the place he 
rented. This just doesn’t add up. 


l'Il think about it on the flight. | open up the second hand 
tablet | carry with me to check my bank account and to 
access other personal information. 


| pull up the banking screen and login. Well | guess the case 
of this weird guy isn’t the only thing that doesn’t add up 
because I’m still sitting on a big fat zero balance. 


I’m low on cash and will need to make a withdrawal as soon 
as | land. People don’t exactly rent on credit these days. 


| open my carry on and whip out one of the burner phones | 
have with me. | tear away the plastic packaging and dial 
Frankie Four Finger’s number from memory. 


Just after | hit send the airport gets buzzed by a group of 
fighter jets. Damn. | wasn’t ready for that. | saw the blue 
color, or the blur that was blue at least, and figure it must be 
the Blue Angels. Damn, they were loud and that was a low 
fly-by. 


A second later | hear the phone pick up. “All set?” he says. 


“All done. Looking for the eagle to land and still staring at 
the egg,” | say referring to the round zero in my bank 
account. 


“Incoming,” he says. “Give it just a couple minutes.” 
“Roger that,” | say. 


| hear Frankie say something but he’s drowned out by those 
damn jets passing overhead again. 


“What’s that?” | ask. 
All | get back is a dial tone 


“Figures,” | say. | stand up and walk the phone to the men’s 
room and those damn planes fly over again. What the hell? 
How many of those jets are there? 


| enter the bathroom where I run water over the burner 
phone in the sink and then throw it in the trash before 
returning to my seat. 


About a minute later the planes fly by for a third time 
Wait? Was that the third time of the fourth? 


| look down at my watch. Wait a second. | heard the planes 
four times. There was three times about one minute a part. 
The Blue Angels are all about precision. They have to be. 
They fly wing to wing in formation for Pete’s sake. 


Everything they do is calculated and practiced over and 
over and over until it becomes muscle memory. If they flew 
over three times, each a minute apart then how come | 
heard four flyovers? 


By design Frankie never reveals his location. Why would 
he? Secrecy is one of the hallmarks of what we do. Not only 
that it protects him, me, and the client. 


But there’s just no getting around the timing of those fly- 
overs. 


And there’s just no getting around the fact that...he’s here. 


CHAPTER 12 


Owen 


What is Frankie doing here? Is he watching me? Doesn’t he 
trust me to do this right? 


This was the easiest assignment ever, until it turned into one 
of the most bizarre. 


“Sir if you leave now, you can’t return,” the airport employee 
says. 


“I'm staying,” | say. 
| enter the non-passenger zone and exit the airport. 
My feet are moving almost as fast as my mind. 


“You're back,” the agent at the local rental car company 
says. “Same car?” 


“Not acar A bike,” I say. 


She smiles. “You can just rent a bike from one of those 
places on the island. It will take you a long time to get 
around though, and it’s—” 


“Not that kind of bike,” | say. “A motorcycle.” 
“We don’t have any motorcycles.” 

“What about the one out front?” 

“That’s my boyfriend’s.” 


“Here,” | say pulling out the last money to my name and the 
few credit cards| do have. “The total limit on these cards is 
thirty thousand. You don’t get the bike back in three days 
it’s yours.” 


“Why don’t you just buy one?” she asks. 
“Same reason you don’t require paperwork.” 


“One second,” she says. She pulls out her phone and aftera 
few sentences in some kind of language that resembles 
Tagalog she hands over the keys. 


“Thanks,” | say. 


| throw my leg over the Ducati and race out to the North 
Shore. 


It’s all making sense now. Frankie told me years ago he had 
a house out here. He told stories a few times over beers. He 
didn’t describe it in detail, but he described enough. | piece 
together those few conversations we had about his place 
with the visuals | got during the helicopter tour yesterday. | 
know right where I’m going to find it. 


CHAPTER 13 


Mila 


| pull the USO hat lower on my head and blend into the 
crowd. 


| stand in the spot where my dad recommended so | don’t 
get noticed, but where | can watch him do his thing... if | 
want. 


The Blue Angels are doing some practice rounds to the 
delight of the crowd. Less than an hour from now they'll do 
the real thing. 


I’m kind of surprised they’re practicing so close to the actual 
event time, but when isn’t Pearl Harbor an event? It’s 
visited every day by so many of the tourists coming here to 
pay tribute to those who gave their lives so that others could 
live. 


| just hoped that after | saw Owen again | was going to 
finally start living. That I’d be recognized for who | really am 
and that something could really happen. | was feeling 
pretty good about it after what happened on the boat... until 
he messed it all up with his professionalism talk. 


So you can follow your heart when it comes time to picking a 
career and that’s called being professional. But when you 
follow your heart in the kind of matters it was really 
designed for that’s not professional. It’s like guys look at it 
as some kind of weakness or something. That or they just 
hide behind it and use it as an excuse. 


If he were here right now I swear I’d punch him. 


| laugh a little to myself Who am I kidding? | wouldn’t 
punch him. I’d wrap my arms around him and give him a big 


hug and welcome him back with everything I’ve got. 
But what exactly do | have left? 


| can’t keep playing this game. | can’t keep telling myself 
what could happen between us. 


I'd already given up hope and then he shows up out of 
nowhere... only to smash the hope that | did have like taking 
a big ol’ hammer to a vase. 


Well who knows? Maybe l'Il meet some new big strong 
bodyguard type today. Someone who can protect me and 
treat me the way | deserve. 


Then my thoughts of him will go away. l'Il get my happily 
ever after and sail off into the sunset. That’s what’s going to 
happen... yeah... just like that. 


| can’t lie to myself My thoughts of him will never go away 
and it’s going to haunt me the rest of my life just like this 
whole thing with my dad. 


Leaving him at the airport was not how this was supposed to 
end. And a few minutes in secrecy with my dad later today 
is not how a meeting between a father and his daughter is 
supposed to begin. 


I’m just like a bad book. Bad start. Bad ending. And the 
Sagging middle. 


| laugh. At least I’ve got my sense of humor and a gym 
pass. That means | can at least fix one out of the three. 


And I'll do it on my own, as my life goes on... alone. 


CHAPTER 14 


Owen 


| turn the knob. It’s locked. | back up and throw a shoulder 
into the door sending it crashing to the ground. 


| know he’s not here. He’s got to be close to the airport or 
Pearl Harbor in order for the sound of the jets to have come 
through on that phone call. 


My eyes scan the room. What a perfect hideout. It looks just 
like an unassuming, run down surf shack. Bet he’s not here 
more than a few months a year and probably just gets 
mistaken for a crusty old hippie. Well played, Frankie... for 
now. 


| rifle through his things trying to put the pieces of the 
puzzle together. 


Jackpot! 


| find a satchel in the middle drawer of his desk. | scan 
through everything as quickly as possible. | don’t know 
what he’s up to, but | know I’m running out of time. 


Holy shit. 


Frankie wants to take out Mila and me because he’s jealous. 
He’s obviously harbored these feelings since my days with 
the Secret Service. 


Wait? What is this? He also has a hit on the president? 
| look at the maps and the notes as a security expert would. 


Frankie pretended to have a contract and even took bids... 
about fifteen of them. 


But he never planned on giving the contract to anyone but 
me. My bid wasn’t even the lowest or the best. 


He just wanted to put the two of us together so he could 
eliminate us at the same time. He was out to kill two birds 
with one stone, but he missed... twice. 


| scan more paperwork as quickly as | can. 
Wait a fucking second! 


It was him who told the president | was sleeping with his 
daughter when I was with the Secret Service. That son of a 
bitch! Wait..it gets worse. He said our intimate relationship 
started when she was underage. That fucking liar Fucking 
traitor 


He’s got all kinds of pictures of her in here. They’re probably 
the originals he used to frame that other guy. 


So all this time it was Frankie who had the hots for Mila but 
he never said anything. 


| drop the satchel and look at the notes on his desk. 


He’s abandoned everything else and is all in on his new 
plan. 


He’s rented a hotel downtown. He spoofed a text to Mila 
telling her where to stand...oh shit! 


Once he shoots Mila he turns and fires on the president’s 
hotel room. 


The shot on the president is a hit he’s taken from a terrorist 
group out of the Middle East. 


Wait. So he was here for the president all along. He just 
threw Mila and | into all this to keep himself busy and to 
settle a personal grudge. 


| look at my watch. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! 


| pull out a burner phone and dial Mila. Straight to 
voicemail. 


| look back down at his notes. 
He plans on firing on her in... twenty minutes! 


| burst through the door and peel out of there on the Ducati 
peppering the shack with gravel from the driveway all the 
way until | hit the main road. 


My mental calculations say | don’t have enough time, but 
there’s one thing the math doesn’t take into account. 


My heart...and the fact that l'Il never let anyone harm a 
single hair on that woman’s head. 


Because she’s not just a woman. She’s my woman. 


CHAPTER 15 


Owen 


“Pete!” | yell into my phone as | cut in between cars at over 
one hundred miles an hour. 


So much for a helmet and so much for safe driving. 


I’m a pro on a bike so although it may seem reckless I’m 
anything but. It’s just that drivers aren’t really expecting it, 
although they kind of are. Hawaii has a big sports bike 
culture so guys flying around on Kawasakis, Yamahas, and 
Ducatis aren’t that uncommon. 


“I can’t hear you,” he says. 


“We've got a shooter. He's in a hotel downtown by the 
speech. The Rainbow Waterfront.” 


“What are you talking about man?” 


“It’s Frankie. Remember the guy we worked with at the 
Secret Service?” 


“Have you lost your mind? We already got your guy.” 


“It’s not him. Frankie framed him. Listen. | need the eagle 
back from the windows of his hotel. Shooter has eyes on 
him and is planning on taking him out in under twenty 
minutes.” 


“The eagle?” Pete says in reaction to my calling out the 
president. The eagle being the term we use to describe him 
when we're talking on the communications devices. With as 
much security as the president travels with it’s hard to 
believe anyone would ever get the eagle in their sights. 


“It’s real, man. I’m in route. Gotta go.” 


| hang up the phone and slide it into my backpack then hit 
the throttle even harder. 


I’m running out of time and it looks like this is coming down 
to me versus the world. Pete doesn’t believe me, couldn’t 
hear me very well, and might not be able to get a call over 
to the Secret Service even if he did. 


But now I’ve got a decision to make...the president... or Mila. 


CHAPTER 16 


Mila 


“Wow, this shaved ice is pretty good,” I say. It sure beats the 
heat on a day like today. 


| walk back over to my spot and look around for Secret 
Servicemen. | don’t spot a single one, but then again that’s 
probably the point. If | could see them they wouldn’t be so 
secret. | wonder if they have eyes on me already or if 
they’re just focused on my dad. | mean...do | even matter at 
this point? 


Who cares. I’m going to enjoy my treat and take in the last 
of my time on the island. I’m done with men for a while. 
They're too disappointing. 


| look down the road and see a motorcycle coming at high 
speeds. He’s motioning “down” with his hand. Another guy 
l'm sure. Here to cause havoc to my life like all the others. 
He'll turn and run the other direction the last second 
anyways. Men always do. 


| dig in to my shaved ice and pull out a blue bit. Blueberry 
shaved ice. Wow, this is better than avocado toast and 
that’s probably my favorite thing going right now. 


The bike drives right off the street and into the pedestrian 
area. Is this guy absolutely crazy? Has he lost his freaking 
mind? 


| feel my body tense up as the bike continues right toward 
me! 


| pull the shaved ice into my chest and close my eyes. 


Oh my god he’s going to hit me! 


Suddenly | feel a forearm come hard across my midsection 
and l'm lifted off the ground. The ice goes everywhere and | 
feel my ass land in the guy’s lap! 


| open my eyes just in time to stare up at the sky I get a 
glimpse of the guy’s face. 


Owen? 


The bike screeches to a halt and then makes a loud sound as 
it turns to go the other direction. Smoke is everywhere and 
it smells like burnt rubber. 


Suddenly | hear a loud thud of metal on metal. Then 
another Then another. 


Oh my god! Someone is shooting at us. 


Owen punches the gas and we take off. | can’t see 
anything. I’m laid out across his lap. My hair is flying 
everywhere. | feel like I’m about to fall off, but | know he’s 
got me. 


| reach for his big forearm and hold on tight. 


A second later we jump off the bike as it skids to a halt. He 
catches me in his arms and sets me down. 


“What’s happening?” 


“Stay here in the alley. You're safe here. l'Il be back for 
you.” 


“Don’t leave me!” | say. 
“I'll be back.” 


Owen takes off running down the alley and then turns and 
he’s gone. 


| look around at the high walls on either side of me. I’m not 
sure if | feel safer or trapped. 


Either way | just want to know what’s going on and | want it 
to end. 


CHAPTER 17 


Mila 
This is nerve-racking. 


| put my back against the building and try to get as small as 
| can. That and I want to blend in. If someone is shooting 
the last thing | want is to be a target... again. 


A minute passes. Then two. Then three. | look at my 
watch. Exactly five minutes later | see a commotion at the 
end of the alley. People are taking pictures, pointing and 
staring. 


I’m not about to get stuck in this alley alone if something 
weird is going on out there and it spills over into my 
direction. 


| move toward the edge of the alley and take a peek out. 


It’s Owen! He’s got some guy face down on the sidewalk 
and he’s subduing him. 


Suddenly some men come running over to help. They’re 
talking into what appears to be communication devices 
planted in their ear Their demeanors scream “Secret 
Service.” 


They get the man on the ground cuffed and drag him away. 


| see Owen look up. He spots me at the entrance to the alley 
and he walks over to me. He’s covered in sweat, smoke, dirt 
and who knows what else... and he’s never looked hotter. 


He walks right up to me and grabs my face with both hands 
before kissing me right on the lips. 


The crowd erupts, cheering wildly. 


“What just happened?” | say when he pulls away. 
“| finally got my priorities straight. That’s what happened.” 
“Huh?” 


“Beautiful. | don’t have a ring and | don’t have a lot of 
money right now, but what | do have is you and | know 
that’s the most valuable thing in the world and | don’t ever 
want to lose it. Will you marry me?” 


“What? I...1...don’t know what to say.” 


“Say yes!” someone yells. “Yes!” another voice cuts through 
the air. 


Suddenly a chant breaks out. “Say yes! Say yes! Say yes!” 
“Yes!” | say. 


The crowd erupts even wilder than before and we're 
suddenly swarmed by the camera crews who are here to 
cover my dad’s speech. 


Owen scoops me up in his arms and carries me into the 
building. 


“Where are you taking me?” | ask. 


“The hotel suddenly has vacancy,” he says. “We’re going to 
take advantage of it.” 


“No you're not,” a voice says. It’s a voice I’d recognize 
anywhere. 


a Dad?” 


“Son, | was wrong about you,” my dad says. “Your friend 
Pete called and filled in my men. | made a big mistake years 
ago letting you go. The reasons why are even worse. | hope 


you'll accept my apology and also my invitation to rejoin the 
team.” 


“That would be great Mister President, but | have some 
business to attend to with this young lady first.” 


“That young lady is my daughter,” he says. 


The crowd gasps. It’s the first time he’s ever recognized me 
publicly. 


“And she’s soon to be my wife,” Owen says. 


“Well in that case,” the president says. He motions to one of 
his Secret Service men. 


“We've got a room for you across the street...and | think 
you'll want to hear what | have to say in a few minutes.” 


“Will do, sir,” Owen says. 


“| look forward to welcoming you back,” he says. “And 
welcoming you into the family. Both of you.” 


EPILOGUE 


Mila 
“Cheers,” he says. 
“Cheers,” | say. 


| raise my Cerveza Alhambra glass to meet his. We clink 
glasses and take a Sip. 


“So let’s make sure we’ve got this straight. We are drinking 
Cerveza Alhambras while in the suite at The Alhambra Hotel 
and Resort watching the sunset over the Alhambra?” 


“That sounds about right,” | say. “No beaches in sight and 
we’re exactly halfway around the world from Hawaii.” 


“And that sounds right too,” he says. 


| kick up my feet and take in the view. It’s absolutely 
amazing. 


“It’s absolutely crazy to think my dad hated you a week ago 
and when you get back he’s going to give you the 
Presidential Medal of Freedom.” 


“And it’s even crazier that after twenty-two years he finally 
decided to recognize you.” 


“And in front of all those people,” | say. 


“He did it right. He did the presentation and ceremony and 
then once it was over he made an announcement. He 
honored Pearl Harbor and then honored you... finally.” 


“Well it feels good to finally be recognized,” | say. 


“And from what the TV stations are reporting voters are 
really excited to learn more about you. It could have been a 


PR disaster for your dad, but people seem to be more 
excited than anything. Are you ready for your big moment?” 


“You know...! think I’d rather just stay out of the limelight. 
I’ve been doing it all these years. I’m used to it now.” 


“Will that even be possible?” 


“Anything is possible when you've got the best Secret 
Service agent ever by your side.” | lean to my side and he 
leans the rest of the way. We kiss. 


“And it’s great to be back,” he says. “And it sure helped that 
your dad gave me a signing bonus and an advance. That 
takes away a lot of stress right off the bat.” 


“Speaking of advance... Can I get another advance on 
what’s going to happen later tonight?” 


“Come again?” 
| lean half way and point at my lips. 


“| think a sneak peek is in order,” he says. He leans over 
and we kiss again. This one is longer and deeper than the 
first. “I’m not so sure if later tonight is the best time,” he 
Says. 


“Why not?” | say making a sad face. 


“Because right now is even better” He jumps up from his 
seat and take my beer from me, sitting both mine and his 
down on the table before scooping me up in his arms. 


He carries me through the French doors of the balcony and 
into the bedroom. 


Our own little private fiesta is about to begin. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Mila 
Ten years later 


“The easy way to remember is i before e except after c,” | 
Say. 


“Thanks, mom. That is an easy way to remember but there 
are exceptions of course.” 


“Okay, but that’s a good start,” our daughter Francesca says. 


“And a start is what | need to get on dinner. Just give mea 
yell if you need anymore help with your homework.” 


a Okay. n 


| place my hand on my daughter’s shoulder and watch for a 
second or two longer as she intensely works on applying the 
knowledge she just learned to her spelling homework. 


| turn and head towards the kitchen, but at the last minute | 
stop and quietly open the door to the basement. 


“Make sure to follow through,” Owen says. “Let’s do it 
again.” 


Our son Frank throws a punch into the boxing mitt Owen is 
holding. The mitt makes aloud pop. Wow Frank is getting 
stronger, especially for his age. He must take after his 
father. 


And just like his father he’s a protector. 


Owen practices martial arts and self defense almost every 
night in our basement with him. I’m not sure which one of 
them enjoys it more. It’s all Frank talks about outside of 
sports and his admiration for his dad. And Owen loves to 


talk about how far Frank’s coming along each night when we 
have time for just the two of us. 


“Just remember, son. Violence is always used as a last 
resort. It’s always better to talk your way through toa 
resolution first.” 


“Yes, dad.” 


“But if that just isn’t possible then it’s good to know you’re 
prepared. Okay. Another one.” 


Owen raises his mitts and Frank delivers a punch and a kick. 


l'm glad Owen always takes the time to remind him the 
purpose of martial arts. It’s not about being the aggressor, 
it’s about being prepared. And the most important part is 
the real reason he got started in the first place. 


Family. 


Frank and Francesca are twins. Owen thought it was 
essential that Frank know how to not only protect himself, 
but his sister too. 


They share many of the same classes and do quite a few 
things together so it’s nice to know that Frank’s always there 
looking out for her. 


Owen spends time with Francesca too, building her self- 
confidence, stamina, and punching power, but it’s nothing 
compared to what Frank can do. 


| watch as the boys continue to train. | see so much of Owen 
in Frank. They're both big, strong, and strapping. 


Frank’s still just a kid and he’s got a long way to go, but 
still... can see he’s going to be a chip off the old block in no 
time flat. That is if he isn’t already. He looks more and more 
like his father every day. It’s uncanny. 


And there’s no one I'd rather be reminded of more when | 
look at Frank then Owen. 


He’s still that protector I’ve known for about a decade and a 
half now. Wow...time sure does fly. 


And it flies even faster when you’re having so much fun. 
That’s how life with my family is each and every day. A 
blessing and an absolute blast. 


“Mom! You aren’t supposed to watch,” Frank says. 


“Sorry!” Whoops, I got caught. “Just wanted to let you know 
dinner will be in thirty minutes.” 


“Thanks, honey,” Owen says. 


Frank waits as if he’s not going to continue until | go. “Come 
on, mom. We're training down here.” 


“Right. Okay, I’m just back off to the kitchen,” I say “Don’t 
mind me.” 


| shut the door and can’t help but smile. Frank’s a great kid, 
but he’s still a little shy. I’d much rather him be shy than 
overly aggressive. He'll grow out of his shyness at some 
point, but for now it’s really cute. 


| pull out some things from the refrigerator | know what I'll 
do. l'Il make Frank’s favorite tonight. Spaghetti and 
meatballs. It’s fast, easy, and full of both carbs and protein 
for my two guys. They need their strength and stamina. 


And I'll need my stamina too...tonight. Even after two kids 
Owen still can’t keep his hands off me. | just wonder what 
crazy position he’ll put me in tonight. 


Whatever it is it won’t compare to the four best positions he 
already put me in. 


Wife. Mother Best friend. Lover 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Owen 
“Dad! What do we do?” Francesca says. 
“Give her some grass maybe?” | say. 


| reach down and pull some out of the ground and hand it to 
Francesca. 


The giraffe’s long neck comes down and he takes it from 
Francesca’s hand. 


“Oh my gosh!” she says, as Mila snaps a picture. 


The president just wrapped up his Africa summit and | was 
able to schedule a couple days on the back end for a family 
vacation. The president isn’t Mila’s dad anymore, but he is 
the third president I’ve guarded. It’s nice to be in a position 
of seniority now. But it’s not for me... it’s for my family. 


I’ve worked my tail off the last decade. I’ve built the life I’ve 
always wanted and now it’s time to enjoy it a little This 
vacation in Africa is one of the many ways l'm doing that. 


And it wouldn’t mean anything without Mila and the kids 
here. 


It’s hard to imagine way back in Hawaii how dire things 
were. | had no job. Practically no money. Definitely no 
woman. 


And now | have all three. But I don’t just have a woman, | 
have my woman. 


The one and only for me. 


And she’s way better then | am at getting the kids where 
they need to be, snapping photos so we have all these great 


memories, and just running the family in general. I’m so 
focused on work and she’s focused on all four of us. It works 
out perfect for all of us. 


But just because I’m focused on my job doesn’t mean | slack 
in the dad department. Not in the slightest. 


Everything | do is for my family. The work pays the bills and 
for the trips like these. 


Mila’s done an incredible job planning out our itinerary for 
the next few days down here. Now I just get to kick back 
and enjoy. I’m not sure who feels like more of a kid... my kids 
or me. 


Everyday I’m amazed at my wife. When I was younger | 
didn’t think it took much to be a stay at home mom. What 
do they really do? Just shopping and coffee with their 
friends, right? It can’t be that hard. 


Boy was | ever wrong. Ignorant is an understatement. 


| appreciate my wife more than anything and she’s given me 
an even deeper appreciation for homemakers in general. 
Hats off to those ladies and all ladies in particular. 


They are the glue to this crazy thing called life They keep 
the gears of families everywhere greased and running 
smoothly. The analogy might sound a bit strange, but fora 
guy it makes complete sense. 


And that’s another thing | love about her She knows l'm a 
man and doesn’t try to interfere with that. Not that she’d 
want to. 


She never tries to change me or mold me into something 
else. | think the reason why is because I’m exactly what she 
wants, even after all these years. 


| know for sure she’s the perfect woman for me... my 
complete dream doll, and no one even comes close. 


How did | get so lucky. 


“Look dad, a baby giraffe,” Francesca says as she points off 
into the distance. 


“Will we see a lion?” Frank asks. 
“Maybe if we’re lucky,” | say. 
“Or maybe we won't if we’re lucky,” Mila says. 


| take a couple steps to my side and wrap my arm around 
Mila. 


“I thought | was the protector of our family,” | say as | reach 
down and kiss the top of her head. 


“You may be the protector, but I’m the momma bear. 
Nothing comes between momma bear and her cubs... 
especially when it’s big, fast, and has knives for teeth.” 


“Well then if we see a lion we can stay in the car.” 


“Or just go to the zoo when we get back. That sounds even 
better.” 


“If we can handle sharks we can handle an overgrown cat,” | 
Say. 


“Please don’t remind me about our finned not-friends,” Mila 
says as she laughs. “But speaking of overgrown cats this 
pussy is going to need to be tamed later” 


“Well your pussy is in luck because | know just the big game 
hunter.” 


“Are you calling me big?” she says, poking me in the ribs. 


“Not big, just biggest...as in the biggest love of my life.” 


“Awww,” she says. She hugs me back with both arms. 
“| love you,” | say. 
“And | love you,” she says. 


Francesca pets the baby giraffe’s head as she feeds it while 
Frank does the same to the momma giraffe. 


| rub Mila’s head with one hand and grab her jaw with the 
other, pretending to move it up and down. 


“Hey!” she says. She gives me a playful slap but can’t help 
but to laugh. 


“When animals attack!” | say. | lunge forward and grab her, 
tickling her relentlessly. 


“When...animals... bite,” she says in-between laughs and 
pinches me in the side. 


As the kids marvel at their newfound friends, | marvel at us. 


No matter how many years go by we've still got that playful 
Spirit inside of us. At least when it comes to each other. 


She brings out the best in me and | bring out the best in 
her And together we share in all the fun. 


Just like we are now and how we will tomorrow, the next day, 
and forever. 
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